FROM  WEST  TO   EAST
He put the ruler on the paper and wrote above the
ruler. When he came to the end of the line, he brought
the ruler a little lower down. The lines turned out to be
rather regular.
He wrote ironical letters to his wife and friends, and
parodies of the verses that he heard on the radio. He
was hard to please—he thought all these verses poor.
The parodies were good and gave him much amuse-
ment. He was not troubled by the bombs. After
Dubrovka they did not seem at all terrible. He stood the
pain well. The cold was bitter; the wounded lay in
sweaters, woollen caps, sometimes woollen gloves.
Kramin would have preferred to lie only in his shirt, he
was used to it. He was not allowed to do so.
He knew that around him people died of hunger.
Himself he stood hunger in the same way that he stood
the pain in his spine: he melted away like a candle and
went on writing comic letters.
One woman, the wife of a friend, brought him a
valuable parcel: a few baked potatoes, a glass of honey
and some salad oil in an old scent bottle. This woman
whom he had known as a feather-headed fashionable
creature came to him, wrapped in a dirty shawl, with
shabby men's felt boots and seemed thirty years older.
He was touched. He kissed her hand and wrote her an
affectionate letter without any sarcasm.
Kramin had no desire to write in the train, he was
content to read and talk,
The people about him were quiet and made no fuss.
The staff were polite and careful—evidently somebody
had them well in hand. Particularly charming was the
gay simple-hearted woman with the tight curls who^had
been so delighted when he praised Sources of Happiness.
He liked the feeling of going somewhere. He had
always loved travelling, and been to a great many
places. He had even tried to join an Arctic expedition
going on an icebreaker, but just then he had fallen in
love; there had been romance, marriage and the
Arctic had been postponed.
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